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letter from the editor 


Dear Student, 


You are holding in your hands the new and improved Rutgers Review: the culmination 
of hours of writing, rewriting, editing, arguing and designing. We, as a group, have done 
some soul-searching which resulted in a redefinition of our goals as a magazine publi- 
cation to create deeper, more sustained discussions than we have in the past. Over the 
past few years, the Review has come a long way, both aesthetically and intellectually, 
and now, more than ever, we are committed to putting together the best damn publica- 
tion we can. 


I’ m proud of how far we’ ve come; I’ m excited about where we can go. So dive in and 
grab on. It’s going to be a helluva ride. 


Sincerely, 


Rob Gulya 
Editor-in-chief 
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a little bit of both 


Religious Overload by Amanda Matteo 


Hi, my name is Amanda and | am trapped in a sea of religion. It feels like some sort of confession |’d 
make to a support group, but instead I'm confessing it right here, to the public, for everyone to 
read. I'd like to affectionately call my problem “religious overload”, but it may even be the com- 
plete opposite... or maybe even religious overload boiled over to complete ambivalence. 
Because honestly, | just don't care. | don't have a set of beliefs to call my own. There 
is nothing about religion that makes me passionate, that makes me feel some great 
“spiritual connection”. | was raised in a household where religion never felt 
stable, where neither parent knew what they wanted me to think, and now 
I'm left, 18 years old, an adult, but completely and utterly dumbfounded. 
My mom was raised Jewish, in a home where this Judaism really 
only stretched as far as the menorah. They even put up the 
Christmas tree, not knowing the meaning behind it aside 
from the presents which magically appeared beneath it. 
My dad, on the other hand, was born, raised and 
educated Catholic. His parents, straight off the 
boat from Italy, moved to the Italian part 
of South Philadelphia, sent him and his 
three older siblings to Catholic grade 
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school, Catholic high school, and Cath- 
olic college, and asked only for my dad, 
always the rebel, to go to church and 
listen to what they as parents had to 
say, broken English and all. So what did 
my dad do? Took all that religious fer- 
vor and threw it out the window, mar- 
rying outside of his faith and becoming 
agnostic, maybe even atheist depend- 
ing on his mood of the day. 
So considering my family’s religious 
background, it shouldn't come as a sur- 
prise that | don’t know what to think. 
When my friends used to wake up ri- 
diculously early on Sunday mornings, 
complaining about going to CCD and 
Hebrew school and the like, | used to 
just be sleeping. "а sleep until 11:00, 
aking them jealous, but never know- 
ing anything different. | celebrated ev- 
ery holiday, even Chanukah alongside 
Christmas, never knowing the differ- 
ence or, honestly, even caring to find 
out. What kid would object to two sets 
of presents and gigantic family dinners, 
one after the other? If anyone says they 
would, they're obviously lying to them- 
selves and everyone around them. 
That being said, | live on College Av- 
enue. Right by what is, essentially, the 
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center of religious life here at good 
ol’ Rutgers. | walk around and on a 
daily basis am invaded on all sides by 
churches and Chabad Houses and re- 
ligious individuals that, unlike me, have 
found their “higher power” and are 
completely comfortable showing it. 
Talk about another case of religious 
overload... No matter where | go, 
this excess seems to follow me. Now 
'm not saying that | have any problem 
whatsoever with religious individuals 
and their practices. Honestly, | envy 
them for knowing what they want in 
ife. | wish | had a religion. | wish | could 
make a choice. But my religious over- 
oad has already turned to ambivalence 
and l'm fairly certain there's no way it'll 
turn back. Гуе tried caring about the is- 
sue... Гуе even explored entirely new 
religions, everything from Buddhism 
and Taoism to different forms of Chris- 
tianity. But here’s my problem: 

There is not a single one that doesn't 
think that it’s right. There is not a 
single one that doesn’t disapprove of 
or frown upon the beliefs of another. 
There is not a single one that has abso- 
lutely everything | want in a belief sys- 
tem. So hey, why don't | make my own? 


| want the dancing and singing of 
the Gospel churches. | want the lovely 
services of the Reformed synagogues. 
| want the beauty of the Catholic 
churches, with the stained-glass images 
surrounding me. | want the peaceful 
meditations in nature of the Taoist and 
Buddhist faiths. But unless | invent my 
own religion — anyone have ideas for a 
name? — I'll never get it. 

Truth is I'm just stuck here in the 
midst of religious turmoil. I'm drown- 
ing in this sea and | don't know how 
to get out. So what do | do? What can 
someone like me possibly do? 
| could a) move away to a remote 
island, or Cook Campus, away from al 
the confusion and close to all the farm 
animals. 

Or | could b), which is a bit more 
ikely, just go to the dinners and open 
the presents and hope that, eventually, 
my problem will be resolved. 

But hey, either way, I'll still get the 
matzoh-ball soup and the Italian gravy 
and spaghetti, side-by-side and very 
different, but both still extremely deli- 
cious. For now, a little bit of both is fine 
with me. 
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part of the answer or part of the solution? 


by Katie Grosso 


weet acoustic tune, and a pleasing California backdrop, then, a commercial narrator 

informs us:“Everything you Love...On Black Berry Messenger.” | suppose this think- 

tank of marketers wasn’t aiming their message at me—although they do run the 

gamut and attempt to appeal to the yogis, the designers, the gays, the surfers, the tough 
car club Latino guys, and the ‘Hills’ girls. It’s the girl that looks like Kristin Cavallari’s best 
frenemy that says, “If you read my BBM, and you don’t answer me, | still know you read it. | 
love that!” This statement helped clarify my confusion between texting and BBMing. BBMing 
is for the stage five clinger, or stalker in short. 

We live in a society surrounded by technology, and a day without it seems unfathomable. 
The Black Berry commercial is an example of the advertisements for technological gadgets 
we are inundated with, each suggesting technology is the answer to our problems—and 
oftentimes problems we didn’t even know we had. 
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As Americans, we live in a culture thriving on 
progression, which in the Age of Information is 
synonymous with technology. In our own life- 
times, we have witnessed a more rapid tech- 
nological growth than any previous generation. 
We accept new technologies on a continually 
more frequent basis without questioning or ob- 
jection. As a society, we have become addicted 
to technology, and evidence of this addiction is 
bountiful on campus. With my ‘app’-less, archa- 
ic flip phone, | am a minority among the throngs 
of students constantly attached to their Smart- 
phones, iPods and the like. 

Wantonly em- 


-- so the argument runs -- must inevitably share 
in the general collapse.” 

When we use the short, vague vernacular of 
the text, we fail to express our thoughts—f in- 
deed we are still thinking. The destruction of 
our language-- our failure to use specific, unique 
expressions-- is intricately linked with the cor- 
ruption of our thoughts. Orwell explained our 
language “becomes ugly and inaccurate because 
our thoughts are foolish, but the slovenliness 
of our language makes it easier for us to have 
foolish thoughts.” When you text “OMG, LOL, 
LMAO” no one thinks anything of it. However, 

if you were to 


“ыа AS MORE STUDENTS LOG ON TO &%, Maa 
atic, especialy FACEBOOK INSTEAD OF LISTENING ing out loud 
necauss, despite TO LECTURE, OBAMA'S HOPE FOR US en, a 
“а Ан a TO BECOME THE SMARTEST COUN- A 


ogy is a catalyst 
of degradation. 
Much of the is- 
sues technology 
raises are more about the abuse of technology 
than the individual devices themselves. Exam- 
ples of abuses of technology are quite varied, 
but the most pervasive ones are those pertain- 
ing to language, thought and education. 
Technology is not the first adversary to de- 
base our language. Indeed George Orwell, in his 
1946 essay “Politics and the English Language,” 
rallied against the hackneyed phrases and su- 
perfluous use of words in political language. Al- 
though he may be disgusted, Orwell would not 
be surprised by our language, having recognized 
“Our civilization is decadent and our language 
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TRY BY 2020 BECOMES NOT ONLY 
UNLIKELY, BUT A BIT OF A JOKE. 


of the language 
becomes glar- 
ingly apparent. 
If the decline 
of our language is linked to the decline of our 
thought, then both are linked to our addiction 
to technology, which has birthed and nurtured 
inadequate language. 

Language and thought are integral to com- 
munication, and, although many will make the 
argument that cell phones, the Internet, and 
webcams have made communication easier, it 
is important to realize such vehicles of com- 
munication bring us together but simultaneous- 
ly destroy the intimacy of human interaction. 
When we text or email, we use what Orwell 
calls “ready-made phrases” and we “don’t have 


to hunt about for the words.” As a society, 
we are so connected, without any connection 
at all. 

As an increasing number of Americans 
choose to attend college, one would hope 
education would remedy the negative effects 
of technology on language and thought. But 
we must realize technology’s relation to edu- 
cation, similar to its relation to language and 
thought, is paradoxical. There is no denying 
technology enhances learning on campus, and 
on campuses around the world. Power Points 
have become integral to classes, and the ac- 
cess to information, through Sakai and online 
library resources, 
is spectacular. But 
technology is also 
an increasingly 
pertinent problem 
when it comes to 
academic issues 
such as disruptions 
in class, plagiarism 
and cheating. If a 
student brings a laptop to class and spends the 
session on Facebook instead of taking notes, 
they are hardly reaping the benefits technolo- 
gy could have on their education. In fact, they 
are abusing the technology and the right to 
use such devices in class. 

In many ways, naming this era the “The Age 
of Information” is rather ironic, because tech- 
nology has proliferated the tainting of facts 
and the corruption of information. Although 
the Internet is a vast source of information, it 
can’t always be considered accurate or schol- 
arly. As more students log on to Facebook 
instead of listening to lecture, Obama’s hope 


TECHNOLOGY GRANTS US 
THE UNIQUE ABILITY TO LIVE 
THROUGH AVATARS, OFTEN 
REMOVING US FROM HUMAN 
FEELING AND CIVILITY. 


for us to become the smartest country by 
2020 becomes not only unlikely, but a bit of a 
joke. The statistic is flawed because it is mea- 
sured by the percentage of adults with college 
degrees, and the value of a college degree is 
rather dubious. Certainly not everyone with 
a college degree these days can be considered 
educated or smart. 

Technology grants us the unique ability to 
live through avatars, often removing us from 
human feeling and civility. It is imperative that 
we think about the long term repercussions 
the use and abuse of technology will have. Will 
we chronicle the lives of the great contributors 
of this generation 
through collections 
of tweets, texts 
and mood updates? 
We cannot eagerly 
adopt technology 
without consider- 
ing its ramifications, 
consequences ex- 
tending beyond the 
degradation of language, thought and educa- 
tion. For example, the new form of bullying 
that occurrs in social networks, or the grave 
abuse of technology that occurred a month 
ago on this campus. 

Technology is not humanity. We have to deal 
with issues technology cannot solve for us. We 
will in our lives have to deal with the repercus- 
sions of this progression and the consequences 
of our abuse of technology. There will come a 
time when we will have to remember how to 
use language, how to converse with our fellow 
man, and perhaps, most difficult of all, how to 
think. 


“George Orwell - Politics and the English Language - Essay.” George Orwell - Complete Works, Biography, Quotes, Essays. 
2003. Web. 10 Oct. 2010. <http://www.george-orwell.org/Politics_and_the_English_Language/0.html>. 

Richards, Alex. “Facts & Figures - The Chronicle of Higher Education.” Home - The Chronicle of Higher Education. Web. 
10 Oct. 2010. <http://chronicle.com/section/Facts-Figures/58/> 
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GLEE 
FOR 
GLEE 


by Elaine Tang 


veryone loves Glee: Moms love 
it. Balding middle-aged men sing 
along to its rendition of “Don’t 


299 


Stop Believin’” when stuck in traffic. 
Screaming fourteen-year-olds 


themselves at cardboard cutouts of the 


throw 


cast. 

Aside from cursory observations of 
its commercial success, Glee has won 
numerous accolades for its first season, 
most notably four Emmys and a Gold- 
en Globe Award for Best ‘Television 
Series—Musical or Comedy, and was 
shortlisted on multiple lists for Best Tele- 
vision Show of the year in 2009. More- 
over, the Glee cast has had 25 singles on 
the Billboard Hot 100, the most since 
The Beatles charted 31 tracks in 1964. 
Recently, its season two premiere drew 
an impressive 12.3 million viewers, a 
20% increase from its first season finale, 
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receiving the second highest ratings for 
the night. 

All of its success begs the question: 
What is so great about Glee? It is essen- 
tially a high school soap opera featuring 
show-tunes, singing, and dancing. Since 
not many musical television series have 
seen much commercial success previ- 
ously, Glee should not have worked at all 
in theory. 

But when taking a closer look, Glee 
resembles more of a smorgasbord of 
mishaps and misjudgments rather than 
a program largely considered the most 
popular show on television. To start, it 
is terribly inconsistent; the glee clubbers 
fall in and out of love, and by the next 
episode, there is no mention of the fling. 
They are shipped together so flippantly 
that it seems to be done merely out of 
amusement and for the writers’ jollies, 
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GLEE RESEMBLES MORE 
OF A SMORGASBORD 


rather than genuine motivation or 
plot design. The producers also feel 
a compulsive need to overuse auto- 
tune in every song. With such a tal- 
ented cast, it seems unnecessary and 
almost insulting that their voices are 
touched up and redone to such a 
degree and with such frequency 

The most problematic aspect of 
Glee, however, is that the charac- 
ters are made to do morally ques- 
tionable things, compromising the 
characters’ likeability for the sake 
of entertainment. We watch these 
people argue and betray one an- 
other, then happily sing and dance 
together. While the producers may 
be trying to show how the love of 
music and the spirit of the stage can 
bring an array of people together, 
it all seems disingenuous and in- 
sincere, and is disorienting for the 
viewers to watch. 

Rachel Berry is as morally ques- 
tionable as they come, which is evi- 
dent when she directs a prospective 
glee member to a crack-house in the 
season opener. Although she is grat- 
ingly ambitious and self-absorbed, 
her actions cross the line. Then 


she sings a sad 
song about 
it. It 
strange and 


unnecessary 


seems 


to character- 
ize the female 
protagonist 


OF MISHAPS AND 
MISJUDGMENTS 
RATHER THANA 


PROGRAM LARGELY 


CONSIDERED THE 


MOST POPULAR SHOW 


ON TELEVISION. 


in such a negative light while also 


expecting the audience to sympa- 


thize with her; in light of her despi- 


cable behavior, her singing about it 


seemed maudlin and disingenuous. 


What is incomprehensible is that 


the glee clubbers’ worst enemies are 


each other. They are already un- 


derappreciated underdogs, so there 


should not be a need to create all 


this tension within the group. 


However, despite all these flaws, 


it is difficult to stop watching what 


one critic called the “frustrating 


mess” that is Glee. Maybe we’re 


just waiting around for Glee to re- 


vert to the earnestness of its pilot, 


before the show became muddled 


with excessive auto-tune, Britney 


Spears-themed episodes, and gra- 


tuitous guest stars—when Glee still 


had some. 
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Weekend at the Museums 


by Dawn Angelicca Barcelona 


| have only been eighteen for two 


months, but I think one of the best 

perks of being underage was be- 
ing able to get into every museum in 
New York City for free. New York City 
is $5 away via light rail from where I 
was born and a $20 train ride from my 
hometown. When I came to Rutgers, 
my heart sank when I realized it costs 
almost $32 for transportation to do a 
day of museum hopping ~ and that’s 
only if I don’t get asked for ID when I 
go into any of the museums! For some- 
one who slaved away at a minimum 
wage Job, $32 is the equivalent of 
four hours of resisting the temp- 
tation to bang my head 
against the desk. 

With that being said, 
Га still give $32 to 
NJTransit just to sit on 
a couch in the MoMA 
for a few hours; to 
attempt to walk all 
2,000,000 square feet 
of The Met in one 
day; to get lost walk- 
ing up the staircases of 
The Guggenheim; just to 
plop my ass down on the 
floor of a dark screening 
room and watch the same 15 
minutes of footage over and over 


again. 


Гт on my way 
to becoming a 
starving artist — a 
writer. Pm at- 
tempting to reap 
all the inspiration 
І can while Pm 
still young and 
motivated, so I 
like to people and 
object watch. A lot 
of my art results 
from countless 


hours of staring 
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blankly at 
something 
in a museum 
until I get that 


“a-ha!” mo- 
ment. The 
great thing 


about being 
in a huge 
city like 
New York is 
if you happen to 


freak 
people out with your lurking as you try 


to write a poetic analysis of their be- 
havior in your head, you'll never see 
them again. Гуе quietly repeated to 
myself for years that it is pos- 
sible to write about anything, 
including people who use 
elevators instead of stairs 
and every crack in the ceil- 
ing. And staring at other 
artists’ work makes my 
conscience say one of two 
things to me: “You'll never 
make anything as good as 
that,” or, “You could have 
shit that out in the toilet 
when you were five.” 

If I had the money, Га defi- 
nitely go into New York ev- 
ery other weekend to revisit all 

of Museum Mile and 5th Avenue. 

Since I don’t work anymore, I’ve settled 
for visiting and revisiting the Zimmerli 
in New Brunswick - it is free and a ten- 
minute bus ride away. It’s not quite as 
expansive as any of the museums in 
New York City, but there are lovely 
paintings and videos to look at as part 
of the current Water exhibit, especially 
those that unabashedly show the rela- 
tionship between water and sex. And 
New Brunswick, bathed in all its diver- 
sity, is home to so many different people 
who always walk up and down Ham- 
Шоп Street... the inspiration is already 
whispering to me! 


seeing the trailer 

| | р О N» Scott Pilgrim 

vs. the World, I 

was pumped to see the film. I’m rarely 
impressed by trailers, but this one ap- 
peared to be a winner. The dialogue was 
quirky, the action was insane, and the 
cast seemed perfect. And I was not dis- 
appointed; my friends and I felt like we 
had just seen one of the best films of the 
year, if not the decade. So you can imag- 
ine my absolute shock when I realized 
that, in its opening weekend, Scott Pil- 
grim only grossed $10.5 million. To put 
that in perspective, the film cost $60 mil- 
lion to create; that isn’t exactly breaking 
even. It hasn’t fared much better since 
then. As of September 20th, its domes- 
tic gross was barely over $30 million. My 
friends and I wondered, how the hell did 
this innovative, critically acclaimed tri- 
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umph fail at the box office? 

While the film itself was excellent, a 
lot of its box-oflice failures stem from 
the difficulties of creating public appeal. 
The trouble began as carly as the trailer 
itself, which caused a lot of genre confu- 
sion. Many of us remember Lionsgate 
Films’ previous nerd film, Kick-Ass, 
which also failed to grab big box office 
numbers, partially due to limited appeal. 
In an attempt to avoid another flop, Li- 
onsgate tried to broaden the appeal of 
Scott Pilgrim, which arguably was a 
harder sell since anyone who didn’t read 
the comics couldn’t pin down what the 
film “was”. It’s a romance/comic/video 
game/comedy movie. Audiences like 
easy categories. The Expendables, for 
example, was undeniably a ballsy action 
flick, and despite its flaws everyone knew 
what to expect and lined up for it at the 
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theater. Especially in this 
economy, patrons need to 
know what they’re getting 
themselves into when they 
go see a film. 

Speaking of categories, 
Scott Pilgrim is technically 
a comic book film, a genre 
that hasn’t had the best of 
luck recently. While at first 
film 
comic book properties a 


studios considered 
boon, most of the popular 
brands have been utilized, 
leaving only the obscure 
titles. The average movie- 
goer doesn’t know who the 
hell Jonah Hex or Kick-Ass 
are, and that extends to 
Mr. Pilgrim as well. What’s 
even worse is that it doesn’t 
have the straightforward 
concept that many comic 
films are known for. Even 
if a movie-goer has never 
heard of Iron Man, the 
idea of a guy who makes 
powered armor to fight 
crime is easy to grasp. The 
idea of a kid who has to 
fight seven super-powered 
ex-boyfriends (and one ex-girlfriend) in 
order to go out with a girl whilst living 
in some sort of NES-infused reality isn’t 
as easy. 

So what does this mean? That films 
like this will never be released again? 
That we'll never see another quirky hero 
like Scott?...Well, no. Time has shown 
us that every once in awhile, major stu- 
dios see fit to grant truly unique films 
the opportunity to see the light of day. 
Whether or not they are successful at the 
box office is another story. Hope lies for 
fans of the film, as its savior could be 
DVD sales, which have turned even the 
most obscure films into classics. What 
we can do now is go to the movies and 
see the strange ones. You just might wit- 
ness a classic. 


by Robert L. Cook 
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have very few memories of my 
Г“ school years. I can remem- 
ber certain facets of my child- 
hood though, such as the obsessive 
phases I went through: there were the 


months I read and reread Laura In- 


— in one cartoon, Ark is entrusted 
not to eat a pie by Kerrigan, a task 
at which he fails miserably as the pie 
taunts him and circumstances seem 
to be conspiring against him. Apart 
from his own original work, a lot of 


endary Frog draws from I would 
grow to love, such as Final Fantasy. 

The cartoons themselves are 
hardly perfect — most have sub- 
titles, which, being a perfectionist 
when it comes to typos and punc- 


The LEGENDARY LEGENDARY LILYPAD 


galls Wilder’s series, the years I was a 


by Melissa Gabilanes 


Legendary Frog’s cartoons are paro- 


tuation sometimes bothered me 


Trekkie, the weeks I studied medieval dies of major franchises, especially with their inconsistencies. Maybe 


castles. And, the time I spent watch- The Matrix Trilogy, The Lord of the program involved in creating 


ing flash cartoons. 

As few memories as there are of 
my mid-late childhood - my par- 
ents were the type who stopped tak- 
ing pictures after the second child — 
there are almost none of my years 
as an awkward, pubescent tween 
This could 
be considered a good thing. I got 


with atrocious bangs. 


a camera for Christmas in eighth 
grade, which I promptly broke on 
our class trip to Washington, D.C. 
in June. But I had it on the last 
day of school, and I had taken a 
few pictures of my friends, some 
of whom I would never see again, 
some of whom I will be friends with 
until we’re all in nursing homes. In 
my favorite picture from that day, I 
had wriggled myself underneath a 
computer desk and taken a pre- 
tentiously artsy picture looking up 
at a bunch of my friends grinning 
and looking at a computer screen. 
You can’t see the screen, but I 
know exactly what was on it — my 
friend Chris pulled up the site of 
Legendary Frog, the Legendary 
Lilypad, where one flash cartoon- 
ist posts all his works and collabo- 
rations with other artists. Some 
of Legendary Frog’s cartoons are 
based on his own characters, Ark 
and Kerrigan, an adorable couple 
of... 
what they are, aliens or what, but they 


well, Pm not entirely sure 


are endearing in their misadventures 


the Rings, and the Legend of Zelda 
All of these were, and still 
are, relevant to me — I grew up with 
these franchises. And, though I did 
not know about them at the time I be- 


games. 


gan watching the cartoons in middle 
school, some of the franchises Leg- 
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these cartoons did not allow for 
Or, 
the errors show that the author’s 
I doubt the latter, 
though, which I suppose makes 


meticulous proofreading. 
indifference. 


me an optimist . Another friend 
of mine, Max, made his own 
flash cartoon, which, with all 
the hand-drawing and manual 
animation involved, was a lot 


of work. His cartoon, titled 


“Pirates: Here be Dragons!” 
was less than ten minutes long, 
voice acted by himself and his 
friend Chris, and received no 
special recognition when it was 
published on the entertainment 
site Newgrounds, despite my dili- 
gent daily viewings to increase its 
rating. Yet he cared very deeply 
about his work and the art of 
flash cartoons. Max is pres- 
ently studying animation at 
State University. 
Ultimately, flash cartoons are 


Montclair 


as useful to me for understand- 
ing my childhood as the pic- 
tures that barely exist. They 
represent how I spent a lot of 
my time, what entertained me, 
and whom I was entertained 
with. And to this day, I can 
still imagine cartoons from 
The Legendary Lilypad in my 
head: 

“Ark, don’t you eat this pieeeeece!” 


Samples of work by Max Matiash 
inspired by the Legendary Lilypad 


Brief 
History 

of 
Webcomics 
by Erik Stratton 


ebcomics. Depending on how old or how nerdy 
We are, you may still have no idea what they 

are. For the confused: A webcomic is simply a 
comic which has moved from the printed medium, be it 
newspaper, magazine, or comic book, into the new me- 
dium of online archives. The first webcomic was Witches 
and Stitches, started in 1985 by Eric Millikin. In 1995, oth- 
ers began to post their creations as well. Similar to print 
comics, a webcomic usually stays within standard industry 
constraints, such as a four-panel comic with special larger 
comics on weekends. Some follow rules of their own, with 
specialized layouts and animated comics, or by using pixel 
art, photography with captions, stick figures, or even video 
game graphics known as “sprites” instead of an artist’s 
drawn figures. 

As the structure of webcomics has evolved, so has their 
form. While most comics deal with humor, be it slapstick, 
repetitive gags, or pop culture, others depict dramatic sto- 
ries. These dramatic stories, or epics, hold a great number 
of advantages over their printed counterparts. Whenever I 
open up the comic section of my newspaper, I immediately 
glace at and ignore Prince Valiant, a story following the 
exploits of some prince or something. It’s boring, 

It has one or two panels and a few paragraphs of text, 
with a barebones synopsis each week and zero-accessibility 
to new readers. On the other hand, webcomics that fol- 
low this format of epic storytelling, such as the four panel 
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daily webcomic Dominic Deegan: Oracle for Hire, writ- 
ten by Michael “Mookie” Terracciano in May 2002, can 
supersede what stops most from getting hooked into such a 
comic as Prince Valiant. Readers can catch up on the cur- 
rent story by spending a few hours in the internet archive 
reading instead of spending upwards of 80 dollars to buy 
the compendiums of comics to get to the present day. Due 
to the fact that there is no editor or newspaper format re- 
stricting the size of their daily submissions webcomics can 
create large canvassed works, such as the 8 '⁄2 by 11 inch 
(or larger) sprite comic drama The Fortuna Saga created 
by John Cutting in June 2004, rendering them much more 
pleasing to the eye and much more accessible to the aver- 
age reader. 

Webcomics have also grown to be an accepted medium 
of artistic work. In 2006, Gene Luen Yang’s webcomic 
American Born Chinese was nominated for a National 
Book Award. Since then, numerous organizations have 
created new award categories for internet comics, such as 
Eagle Awards, Eisner Awards, and the Harvey Awards, 
each establishing the Favorite Web Based Comic, Best 
Digital Comic, and the Best Online Comics Work catego- 
ries, respectively. Webcomics have come a long way since 
1985. From a handful of drawings on the first online serv- 
ers to the immense fan bases and conventions devoted to 
the thousands of series that run today, it is anyone’s guess 
where they will go in the next generation. 
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September 25, 2010 I had the chance to sit down with 
Brian Sella and Matt Uychich of the Indie-Pop group 
‘The Front Bottoms’ before they played a show in a 


New Brunswick basement. The band had just returned from playing 
a show in Cincinnati, Ohio and despite the fact that keyboardist and 
sometimes cowbell player Brian Uychich was unavailable (he was at 
an open bar wedding), they were able to take some time from their busy 
touring schedule to answer some questions about touring, groupies, their 


creatwe process and Flo-Rida. 


Zac Schaffner: So I understand you guys played a 
show in Ohio Last night? What was that like? 

Matt Uychich: We played at the MidPoint Music 
Festival in Cincinnati last night and it was pretty awe- 
some. 

Schaffner: Now, I know you guys are from Northern 
NJ; what’s the biggest difference between playing in 
Ohio and New Jersey? 

Brian Sella: I guess it’s that not as much is going 
on so people there are really supportive of their local 
bands. 

Schaffner: What are the best and worst things about 


touring? 

Sella: The worst? Well there was the time I shit my 
pants. 

Schaffner: ...what? 


Sella: It was 6 am the morning after a show; I was 
hung-over and sleeping in the Van. It was 110 de- 
grees. I shit my pants. 

Schaffner: Ah. Ok. Matt? 

Uychich: Sometimes in hot weather the van’s engine 
overheats so we have to drive in the heat, with no air- 
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conditioning and the heat on full blast. 

Schaffner: Jeez, that sounds awful. Well what’s the 
best thing about touring? 

Uychich: When you go on tour it kind of restores 
your faith in humanity. 

Sella: You go play a show in a place where you’ve 
never been, and you don’t know where you’re going 
to sleep, and some stranger offers you a place to stay 
and breakfast in the morning. 

Schaffner: Wow. That’s really cool. Pm using that 
quote. 

Sella: Cool. 

Schaffner: So, you guys have been all over the coun- 
try; any groupies yet? 

Uychich: I’m afraid not. 

Sella: The closest thing to a groupie we have is Jade. 
(Jade Minnich is my roommate who helped set up the interview. 
At this point I can see that she’s lurking around the corner listen- 
ing in. Imagine Mel from Flight Of The Conchords but a little 
less married and a lot more likely to not pay her rent on tame). 
Schaffner: One of the biggest things that set you 
apart when you play shows is your use of a mega- 


by Zac Schaffner 


phone. What’s the story behind that? 

Uychich: My brother likes to buy stuff for the band 
on the Internet. Usually it’s pretty much just useless 
crap but one time he saw a megaphone on sale for like 
$15 and bought it on a whim. 

Sella: It’s pretty awesome because even if there’s no 
PA at the show, at least we have the megaphone. 
Schaffner: So what do you guys do when you’re not 
touring? 

Sella: I work at a grocery store until I earn enough to 
go back on tour. 

Uychich: I work for a landscaping company. 
Schaffner: Are you guys making enough money to 
pay for food and gas? 

Sella: We sell enough merch on the road that it’s not 
coming out of our pockets. 

Schaffner: Cool. So what’s a typical practice like for 
you guys? 

Uychich: Usually we just sit around for a few hours 
playing and drinking beer. Some days we work on 
running through our old stuff; other days we work on 
writing new stuff. 


MUSIC 


An Evening With The Front Bottoms 


з 


The Front Bottoms playing at Bears, Beats and Battlestar Galactica 


Schaffner: So Гуе always wondered what are some 
of your musical influences? 

Sella: Flo-rida 

Uychich: NO. It’s not. Flo-Rida is not one of our 
influences. 

Sella: What are you talking about? I love Flo-Rida! I 
listen to him all the time. 

Schaffner: I have to be honest I was not expecting 
that. 

Sella: We’re influenced by a lot of different things, 
but mostly the bands around us. 


While the absence of their keyboardist/cowbell was ap- 
parent and regrettable, I think I can safely say that the 
band still played one of the best basement shows Гое ever 
seen. Uychich played so hard he broke at least two drum- 
sticks, by the end of the show everyone was singing along 
and both band members were a lot more drunk and wear- 
ing a lot less clothes than they were when I interviewed 
them. You can listen to The Front Bottoms on Myspace 
or PureVolume. 
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Life has been interesting for Matt Fazzi for the past few years. In May 
of 2008, it was announced on AbsolutePunk.net that Matt would be join- 
ing Taking Back Sunday on guitar and backing vocals, taking the place of Fred 
Mascherino. In June 2009, the band released “New Again” which debuted at number 
7 on the Billboard charts. But Less than a year after the release of “New Again,” Matt and 
TBS parted ways. In no time at all, Matt took his side project, Happy Body Slow Brain into full 
Jorce. Their new, self-released album “Dreams of Water” was released September 21, 2010. 


Joe Zorzi: How’s it going Matt? 
Matt Fazzi: It’s going great. We’ve been hard at work on getting the details for our release in order. 
It’s quite an intense process. 


Your band, Happy Body Slow Brain, will be releasing a brand new LP “Dreams of Water” came out ear- 
lier this month and it’s streaming now on Bandcamp and Myspace. How does it feel getting such positive 
feedback so soon? 
It’s a great feeling knowing that we just went and made a record on our own that we really wanted to make and that 
people are responding positively to it. Hopefully, people like the album enough that it inspires them to spread the word 
about the music. 


gret joining the band in the first place or do you think the experience helped bring you to where you are today? 


d 
PL 
A lot of questions were brought up from fans after the sudden lineup change in Taking Back Sunday. Do you re- 4, 
# 
I don’t regret joining the band at all. It was a HUGE learning experience and I don’t take that for granted for a minute. 


I met some really great people during my time with TBS and I’m proud of what we accomplished in my short time in the 


band. 


An Interview with Matt Fazzi 


by Joe Zorzi 
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How does it feel going from playing huge tours to having to book your own at smaller venues? Do you have a 
preference? 

Pm not too concerned with it. It is what it is, and building up a following is part of starting a new band. It’s definite- 

ly a different vibe when you don’t know what to expect. With TBS, there was a built-in base of fans so the shows 

were always well attended but with HBSB we are starting from the beginning and trying to win over new fans 
which can be tougher. When you headline, you are feeding off of your fans energy and you can relax a bit, but 

when you are opening (as HBSB will be for a while) there’s a bit more of an urgency and a challenge to get 

people’s attention. I enjoy that, it keeps you hungry and motivated... 


| “Dreams of Water” is definitely a far stray away from the last album you recorded with Taking 


Back Sunday (“New Again”). Do you feel like you had a lot more creative control on this album? 
Most definitely. All the creative control was in our hands. It was the most rewarding feeling knowing 
that we could do whatever we wanted with the album without someone looking over our shoulders 
telling us what to do or what not to do. Hands down, it was the most fun record Гуе ever made 
and the most artistically fulfilling by far. 


What is your biggest goal as a musician? 
My goal is to be able to get to the level where I can continue to make albums and sustain 
myself through it and continue to tour. Music is life for me and it would suck to have to 
dedicate my passion and energy to something else again that I don’t love to do. 


What kind of advice would you have for an aspiring musician? ^ 
Always be listening to as many styles/bands as you сап а rom 
them, play your instrument(s) as often as possible, stay “try to write 


the best music you can that’s UNIQUE to you. 


everybody’s been wanting answered; Who would 
you rather be, the Beatles or the Rolling Stones? 7 


The Beatles. We all know the ох эн they were The Beal 


1 he said “Pla e the 
which albu ould 


If you were stuck in a room with the de 
best album in the world and I will le 
you play? Р 

+ Overall, think that you can’t go Wroms | The Beatles - А! pra 


“Seeds Of Love” is a fantastic album 
L) 

Is there anything else you’d Tike the 

know? n" E j 
We are a small band so ever ittlegb i, 
word counts. If you like oug#music, please tell some friends 

to have a listen to or pick! p our new album and come out 

to a show. You can TE is now and our NEW album 


help spreading t 


DREAMS OF WATE 


bodyslowbrain.com 


is now available at happy- 


Thanks for your time, Matt! 


i Follow Happy Body Slow Brain on Facebook and Twit- 
# ter @ twitter.com/HBSBmusic 


T Мм = 
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Summerstage (of around East 69th 

| А Street) is home to the shows of 

some of the biggest names in indie 

rock. Located right in the middle of Manhattan and yet 

so far away from the regular hustle and bustle of the 

city, the surreal juxtaposition can only be complement- 

ed by something just as remarkable as the location. An 

outdoor show featuring a festival-esque stage isn't too 

common in Manhattan, after all. So what band could 
stand up to the call? 

Broken Social Scene, an alternative rock supergroup 
(though they'd hate to admit it), features some of the 
most talented muscians across Canada. Most of its 
members hail from other fantastic bands or solo acts 
such as Metric, Stars, or Apostle of Hustle. Drawing in 
so many people, it's managed to pick up quite a num- 
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ber of musicians and instruments along the way. Their 
last album Forgiveness Rock Record, was released ear- 
lier this year in May, and managed to pull in even more 
members than before, including Spiral Stairs of Pave- 
ment fame. 

On September | 8th, lead singer Kevin Drew, and his 
numerous guitar-mates, exploded onto the stage with 
“KC Accidental.” Most of their songs are very selective 
of which instruments to use out of their immense rep- 
ertoire. Building layer upon layer of sound, the band 
brought every member they had, from its many guitar- 
ists to its immense horn section, all onto stage. They 
started with one of their best rock anthems, and if 
that was the start, it’s hard to imagine how the rest of 
it would go. Of course, the audience was quickly an- 
swered with Drew belting out that the band intended 


to play as many songs as possible in the time allot- 
ted. The stage was constantly cycling people, moving 
anywhere from three members to fifteen, and all of 
them were clearly having fun with it. It gave the band 
an opportunity to improvise, from wild trumpet solos 
in “Pacific Theme”, to three guitars simultaneously do- 
ing whatever the hell they wanted in “Meet Me in The 
Basement.” Drew ignited the crowd with fervor by 
shouting in rebellion against New York's ban on smok- 
ing in public by lighting one of his own. 

The fans came for the music, and felt the passion of 
every rehearsed and improvised note, and they were 
graciously rewarded with every string plucked, and ev- 
ery bit of news from Drew's mouth. | was in complete 
awe at the colossal talent that had occurred on the 
stage. From Brendan Canning’s bouncy bass rhythms 


to Lisa Lobsinger's uplifting voice, | was far more than 
satisfied. Covering their entire repertoire of ballads 
such as “Sweetest Kill,’ and “Anthems for a Seventeen- 
Year-Old Girl” and fist pumpers like “Forced to Love,” 
every fan got what they wanted. Instead of conforming 
to the usual leaving and reentering the stage for an 
encore, Drew called out the band to immediately play 
their encore, and keep playing until they were told to 
stop.A five song encore, and totaling a massive twenty- 
four songs, only a band like Broken Social Scene could 
ive up to the occasion. The grandiose venue of the 
Summerstage had its last show of the summer as one 
of its best and most well deserved. Anyone who loves 
ive shows, and is a fan of rock, indie or otherwise 15 
extremely recommended to see Broken Social Scene 
the next time they come to New York City. 


MUSIC 
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On Cliffs 


by Zac Schaffner, 


fter hearing the single “The Cities That 
You’ve Burned” I resolved that Adam 


aworth Stephens’s debut solo album 


‘We live on Cliffs’ would not only be one of the 
few CD’s I bought this year, but that I would also 
make an effort to pre-order it. While not all of 
the songs on the album are as good as “The Cit- 
ies That You’ve Burned” most are just as good if 
not better. 

Stephen’s might be familiar to some read- 
ers as one half of the San Francisco duo Two 
Gallants, which is comprised of Stephens and 
drummer Tyson Vogel. Be warned that “We Live 
On Cliffs” is an album that takes some getting 
used to, especially for those who are avid Two 
Gallants fans. Some tracks like “Praises In Your 
Name” sound like indie pop while others like 
the loose and mellow “Second Mind” sound like 
what can only be described as some sort of weird 
folk-soul. 

Listeners accustomed to the gritty, blood 
soaked folk sound of Two Gallants will be 
pleasantly surprised to find that “We Live on 
Cliffs’, produced by Grammy Award winning 
producer Joe Chiccarelli, has all the depth 
and force of Stephen’s earlier work while still 
managing to forge a unique style and sound 
of its own. Instead of playing as half of Two 
Gallants, Stephens sets aside his steel guitar and 
harmonica and tastefully sails into new territory. 
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“Angelina” is a surprisingly sweet, enjoyable and 
pop-infused track that WILL get stuck in your 
head. I warned you. 

Despite the impressive names attached to 
the album (including Patrick Hallahan and Bo 
Koster of My Morning Jacket), Stephens singing 
and songwriting are the best things about ‘We 
Live On Cliffs’. Catchy clever lyrics and vivid 
images accompany superb guitar and piano play- 
ing by Stephens. 

Avid fans of the Saddle Creek label can’t help 
but draw parallels between “We Live On Cliffs” 
and fellow Saddle Creeker Conor Oberst’s 2008 
self-entitled solo Cd. In fact, ‘Second Mind’ 
and ‘Southern Lights’ sound more like Oberst’s 
‘Moab’ than anything to ever show up on a Two 
Gallants set list. “Elderwoods” is the only song 
that isn’t entirely palatable and if you can wait 
a minute and get over the strange and unpleas- 
ant guitar rifts in the beginning you'll find yet 
another great song. 

All and all “We Live On Cliffs” is a diverse 
and enjoyable collection of songs that delivers 
Just the right mix of wit and self-examination. 
“These songs are about desperation,” says 
Stephens. “The desperation to make something 
of living, to find a sense of ease, to find someone 
to love and to maintain that fleeting feeling of 
love.” 


WHAT’S SHAKIN’ 
AND BACON 


by Lizzir 
PLAUGIC 


should call that show Everybody Loves 
Th CY Bacon, because who the fuck cares 
about Raymond? No really. Every- 
body (and I mean everybody) loves bacon. If you tell me 
you don’t, I will ask you if you also think the world is flat. 

There is much evidence to support this hypothesis — no, 
fact — of worldwide bacon adoration. If bacon was not 
the most beloved food in the world, there would not be so 
many bacon products. A Google search of “bacon” yields 
about 207 million results. A Google search of “George 
Washington” yields only about 71 million results. Does 
this mean that bacon is greater than America? Maybe. 

What other food can be found in nearly every aisle of the 
grocery store, not satisfied until it has stuck its metaphori- 
cal dick into every other edible’s metaphorical vagina? 
There is bacon coffee, bacon salt, bacon popcorn, bacon- 
naisye (bacon mayonnaise), bacon chocolate, bacon pea- 
nut brittle, bacon cheese, bacon pancakes, bacon vodka, 
bacon lollipops, bacon potato chips and so much more. 
And that’s only the bacon you can eat. On baconfreak. 
com you can buy bacon t-shirts, bacon band-aids, bacon 
lip balm, bacon scented candles, bacon air fresheners, ba- 
con dental floss, even a bacon belt. No one would ever 
buy a ham belt. 

This October, the SoHo Gallery for Digital Art in Man- 
hattan held an ingenious event entitled Bacon-Palooza to 
raise money for kids with autism. The event included, 
in addition to numerous bacon-y foodstuffs, films about 
bacon, songs about bacon and bacon art. ‘There was even 
a board game called Mr. Bacon’s Big Adventure, in which 
the players had to navigate through Weiner Wasteland 
and cross Sausage Sea. 

Recent demand has brought about the creation of fake 
bacon (usually made of soy — not fake pigs) for those dedi- 
cated to herbivore-ism. This way meat rejecters can enjoy 
the salty, piggy taste of bacon, while still feeling superior 
to those who shove the real animal flesh ruthlessly down 
their throats — and that’s all any vegan really wants, isn’t it? 

During my thorough and painstaking research regarding 
this magical cured pig belly, I stumbled across a Facebook 
page eloquently and succinctly entitled “Bacon-loving 


POTPOURRI 


The about me 
section below the profile picture read as follows: “Be- 
cause we are sick to death of “progressives” who think 
it’s awesomely transgressive to get their bacon tattoos 
while crafting bacon-themed doodads and professing 
their abiding love for salted slabs of slaughtered pigs. 
Your suckiness is duly noted.” 


Hipsters Can Kiss My Vegan Ass.” 


This brought to my attention a startling phenom- 
enon of which I was previously unaware: it’s hip to 
like bacon. Because food can be hip. Duh. I was out- 
raged that bacon was being used by those goddamn 
hipster-type to up their cool status. I immediately 
identified with the 40-year-old white woman with the 
uber-cool-yet-appropriately-casual bohemian dangly 
earrings in her headshot-like profile picture. She just 
got it. It’s not cool to eat animals. And it is cool to 
tell people about your “vegan ass” and bacon-hating 
habits through social networking sites. I immediately 
clicked “Like” and told Bohemian White Lady that 
her interweb protest-style was “awesomely transgres- 
sive.” 

That’s about it. I think you get it. Bacon rules. 
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an (almost true) account 
of living with rockstars 
by ian gabriel 
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of New Brunswick’s perks is its 
() п Cc. basement music scene. 

Show houses scattered through- 
out the city attract bands from around the country 
(and even outside of it) and fans from all over the tri- 
state area. New Brunswick’s many local bands benefit 
from the close proximity to basement venues, playing 
at houses within walking distance to their own homes. 
Many Rutgers students attend these basement shows 
and know band members, but few have had the good 
fortune of living in the same house as a band. I have 
had such privilege, and in the following paragraphs I 
will share with you some details about the wild, excit- 
ing, and exhausting experi- 
ence of having band mates 
as housemates. 

I live in a typical New 
Brunswick off-campus house 
with five other Rutgers stu- 
dents. Three of my house- 
mates form the band Bullets 
and Flowers, a rock band 
consisting of lead singer and guitarist Ike Dobbs, bass- 
ist Phil Doshevsky, and drummer Clint McConnell. 
They have a significant following in New Brunswick 
and I am a key member of the band’s entourage, 
which also includes the other two housemates Jack 
Kronenberg and Baron Swayze and various other 
friends. We know all their songs, go to all their shows, 
and live the endless party that is the life of rockstars. 

And what a party it is. Empty Jack Daniels bottles 
clutter the kitchen counters, cigarette butts float in 
partially consumed cans of beer, and greasy pizza 


Almost every morning, confused 

and topless women wake up on 

the couches in the living room, 
hung-over and with no recollection 
of the previous night's escapades. 
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boxes sit in stacks near the refrigerator. Almost every 
morning, confused and topless women wake up on 
the couches in the living room, hung over and with 
no recollection of the previous night’s escapades. The 
smell of maryuana in the house is all-pervading, and I 
challenge anyone to name an illicit substance that has 
not been consumed in our house. Every night without 
fail, people come over to party with Bullets and Flow- 
ers, and housemate Jack has been known to repeat 
the phrase “So much coke,” to describe the vibe of 
these gatherings. Baron, who is also a musician but 
does not live with his band, says that it is often hard to 
distinguish our house from a house occupied by some- 
one like Jimi Hendrix and his 
band in the late 1960s. 

The more popular the 
band gets, the more exciting 
(and exhausting) the ride be- 
comes for its entourage. Even 
though I am not a member 
of the band, my face is a fa- 
mous one around this college 
town, as are Jack’s and Baron’s. Because of Bullets 
and Flowers, we have more fun on any given night 
than most people do in an entire year. But our lifestyle 
is taking its toll. The funds in my bank account are 
dwindling and my immune system won’t tolerate my 
diet of Elio’s Pizza, Hot Pockets, and liquor for much 
longer. But for now, I intend to persist. It is too much 
fun to pass up, and I’m sure that in 30 years, when I 
am sitting behind a desk at my job in the real world, 
ГЇЇ daydream about the era of Bullets and Flowers 
with a grin on my face. 
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Chablis 


wasn’t not doing anything. But 
[c= called and asked if I want- 

ed to eat some brownies and go 
to a hardcore show. The idea had 
potential and I decided to do it. I 
met up with Greg at his girlfriend 
Anne’s place and found out there 
was a plan. I was being pretty pas- 
sive, ready to go along with mostly 
anything, Greg tells me that Anne 
and her friend James are going to 
some concert on campus and we’ll 
all regroup up after the two shows. 
I don’t put much thought into any 
of this- there’s not much to think 
about after all. Whatever strange- 
ness I sought in the night would 
inevitably find me in the streets of 
New Brunswick, and that was the 
only thought that ever seemed to 
govern my path. 

We head to the show. Some gath- 
ering of the crusts type stuff. Some 
dude getting on the mic preach- 
ing about giving five bucks to stop 
racism type stuff. Not my kind of 
scene. As I said though, I was down 
for whatever. But the music gets go- 
ing and I’m not into it at all. Guys 
next to me talking about My War 
and the birth of sludge metal - a 
totally different wavelength. I guess 
I just wanted this stuff to kick in 
already, start laughing at people 
instead of being freaked out. After 
two or so bands I look over at Greg 
and see him sailing on some similar 
thoughts. We smoke a cigarette and 
bail. 

Greg gets a text about some party 
a few blocks away. Honors kids I 
think, could be a good time. We’re 
supposed to meet up with some 


a short story 
by ben sugarman 


guys, but we recognize no one once 
we get down into the basement. I 
tell Greg how crazy it is that you 
can go to a party here and not rec- 
ognize a single person. Dumb- what 
am I talking about? I don’t even feel 
these brownies yet. Greg though, 
he seems pretty high. He’s ready 
to cause a ruckus and mess around 
with some people. Sure, PI play 
along, make sure nothing gets out 
of hand. I notice that we’re already 
pissing some kid off. He drops this 
comment about how we’re squat- 
ting next to the keg. Of course we 
are, I mean, that’s why we’re here. 
It’s not your birthday. Yeah bro, 
we'll back off the keg. 

So we walk around and start hit- 
ting on these girls pretty tactlessly. 
Just some raunchy stuff that’s good 
for a laugh. I begin to think to my- 
self that this is the strangest collec- 
tion of people Гуе ever seen. I try 
to connect all the dots but can’t. But 
they know each other and we don’t. 
Seems like we’re starting to freak 
them out, at this point just two guys 
weirdly slamming their heads in the 
corner. Luckily some guy pukes all 
over the floor. We’re cracking up. 
Ok, maybe this stuff is starting to 
kick in now. Greg’s friends still 
haven’t come and we figure it’s not 
happening. Then again, it’s not that 
late, we haven’t been at this party 
for all that long. But we were riding 
this weird high telling us to follow 
whatever gust of wind rolls through 
our brains. On the trail of an exit, 
Greg gets a call from Anne. She’s 
coming back from the show and 
knows about some other party go- 
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ing on. We get the address and head 
out. 

Walking down the street at night 
here is my favorite thing. I don’t 
get mad when people shout stuff at 
me from their porches. Their words 
flow through me and I feel their 
love for New Brunswick. There’s a 
homeliness to not being able to walk 
down the street in peace. I tell this 
to Greg and he doesn’t respond. 
Yeah, what an inane belief to proj- 
ect. We’re just two drunk guys get- 
ting heckled by even drunker guys. I 
wonder how New Brunswick is even 
a real place; it seem like it exists 
apart from the real world. I wonder 
if anyone else feels that way. Some- 
times I just feel too sane for it. 

We get to where we think the party 
is. There’s no number on the house 
but we’re too messed up to consider 
it. Walking down the stairs, we don’t 
recognize anyone again. Actually, it 
doesn’t really feel like a party at all. 
There are only a few guys and girls 
standing around a table playing 
beer pong. Thing is, they don’t even 
look at us as we drunkenly stumble 
down the basement stairs. We look 
around for a bit, invisible, wonder- 
ing what to do with ourselves when 
some guy walks up to me. Yeah I’m 
a freshman on the swim team, sure. 
He’s not suspicious. He really seems 
to want to chat it up. I like that, but 
I quickly slide back towards Greg. I 
tell him that I don’t think we’re at 
the right party. We’re not, I learn. 
Anne texted him, saying she and 
James are across the street at anoth- 
er party. Logically we should meet 
over there, but decisions are made 


and they come to our party. 
= Ok, strength in numbers, let’s take this party over. We start 
up a dance party, play a few games of beer pong with some 
enthusiastic bros. They love our style. Things keep getting 
drunker. James is dancing with a random girl, Anne and Greg 
are somewhere- outside I think. Г looking around. My eyes 


are captured by two gleaming bags of Franzia on a bench. It 
doesn’t take long for me to resolve that I will not leave the party 
without these bags of wine. Fate approves, as Greg and Anne come 
back down to the basement. They’re ready to go. We grab James. I 

tell them my plan and they’re even more ready. 
It’s a lot easier than I thought it would be. James and I each grab a 
bag and rush towards the door with Greg and Anne behind us. No one 
follows us and no one is outside. It’s a little deflating because I know the 
night will never get better than this moment, clutching this wine, taken 
from some drunk personable guys who housed us for an hour. I open the 

bag in the street and begin to drink. 
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